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STATUE   TO   THE  BLESSED 
JOAN   OF  ARC. 


In  the  presence  of  a  crowded  congregation 
Archbishop  Bourne  on  Wednesday  evening 
unveiled  a  statue  of  Joan  of  Arc  at  the 
Church  of  St.  Mary  of  the  Angels,  West- 
moreland-road, Bayswater,  and  opened  a 
Novena  in  honour  of  St.  Charles  Borromeo. 
The  statue,  which  was  erected  two 
months  ago,  is  the  gift  of  the  congregation 
to  the  Very  Rev.  Francis  M.  Wyndham  on 
the  occasion  of  his  being  raised  to  the 
dignity  of  Canon  of  Westminster.  Canon 
Wyndham  was  one  of  the  witnesses  at  the 
Apostolic  Process  for  the  Beatification  of 
Joan  of  Arc,  and  the  selection  of  the  Maid 
of  Orleans  as  the  subject  of  the  statue  is 
therefore  appropriate.  It  is  of  white  Carrara 
marble  and  cost  about  ^£130.  The  sculptor 
was  M.  Desvergnes,  and  the  artistic  iron- 
work is  by  Mr.  Churchward. 
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"  /  have  lifted  up  my  eyes  to  the  mountains^  from 
^whence  help  shall  come  to  me^ 

"  My  help  is  from  the  Lord^  who  made  heaven 
and  earthy — Psalm  cxx.  i,  2. 


I  HAVE  been  requested  to  address  you  this  forenoon  on 
the  Life  of  the  Blessed  Joan  of  Arc,  whose  statue  was 
blessed  on  Wednesday  last  by  His  Grace  The  Arch- 
bishop of  Westminster. 

But  you  will  permit  me  first  of  all  to  express  my 
earnest  thanks  to  the  Committee  who  organized  this 
presentation,  and  to  all  those  who  co-operated  with  them. 
Their  generosity  has  placed  in  our  midst  a  beautiful 
work  of  art,  but  more  than  this  :  a  figure  whose  every 
outline  speaks  of  the  spirit  of  prayer  and  of  confidence 
in  the  help  of  God.  The  Maid  of  Orleans  seems  to  be 
ever  saying  in  our  presence  :  '*  I  have  lifted  up  my  eyes 
to  the  mountains,  from  whence  help  shall  come  to  me. 
My  help  is  from  the  Lord,  who  made  heaven  and  earth.'' 

What  I  have  to  say  shall  be  expressed  in  as  few 
words  as  possible  ;  for  although  the  life  of  the  Blessed 
Joan  of  Arc  extended  over  only  nineteen  years  and  five 
months,  the  amount  of  material  is  very  great.  Let  it  be 
understood  at  the  outset  that  the  sources  from  which  my 
details  shall  be  drawn  are  no  vague,  legendary  stories, 
but  the  authentic  minutes  taken  down  at  her  Trial,  and 
the  sworn  depositions  of  a  large  number  of  witnesses  at 
the   Rehabilitation  about  twenty  years  after  her  death. 
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The    original   manuscripts  of  these    documents    remain 
with  us  to  the  present  day,  and  have  been  printed  and 
published. 

I. 

Period  of  Brilliant  Success. 

Joan  of  Arc  was  born  on  the  6th  of  January,  141 2, 
in  a  little  village  in  the  east  of  France.  Her  parents 
were  simple  peasants,  occupied  in  the  tillage  of  land  and 
in  the  care  of  their  cattle  and  sheep.  Joan  was  one  of 
five  children.  She  could  neither  read  nor  write  ;  but 
she  was  well  instructed  by  her  mother  in  the  principles 
and  practices  of  the  Catholic  Faith.  She  was  active  and 
industrious,  employed  either  in  the  fields  helping  her 
father  and  brothers,  or  sitting  by  her  mother's  side 
with  her  needlework.  She  shared  indeed  in  the  innocent 
amusements  of  other  children,  but  she  was  happiest  when 
she  could  retire  to  the  church  to  pray  before  the  Blessed 
Sacrament.  She  delighted  on  Saturdays  to  make  a 
little  pilgrimage  to  a  shrine  of  Our  Lady  about  two  miles 
distant,  there  to  pray  and  burn  candles  in  her  honour. 

When  she  was  between  twelve  and  thirteen  years  of 
age,  St.  Michael  the  Archangel  appeared  to  her.  Fear 
came  upon  her  at  this  mysterious  event,  but  when  she 
knew  that  the  apparition  was  that  of  St.  Michael,  humble 
confidence  took  the  place  of  fear.  The  first  directions  of 
St.  Michael  were  that  she  should  be  a  good  child, 
conduct  herself  well,  and  frequent  the  church. 

After  a  while  St.  Catherine  of  Alexandria  and  St. 
Margaret  of  Pisidia,  Virgin  Martyrs,  were  delegated  to 
be  her  constant  guides  and  instructors.  She  called  them 
her  Voices ;  and  whenever  that  term  is  employed  it  will 
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refer  to  St.  Michael,  St.   Catherine  and  St.   Margaret. 

They  spoke  to  her  of  the  great  misery  in  which  the 
kingdom  of  France  was  plunged.  They  announced  to 
her  that  the  King  would  be  placed  again  in  possession  of 
his  kingdom,  and  they  promised  to  lead  her  to  paradise. 
As  time  went  on  the  Voices  told  her  that  she  must  leave 
her  native  village  to  go  to  the  succour  of  the  King  of 
France.  When  she  was  sixteen  years  old  the  Voices 
enjoined  her  to  ask  of  the  captain  in  command  of  the 
King  s  forces  in  the  neighbourhood  to  send  her  to  the 
King. 

She  replied  :  **  I  am  but  a  poor  girl  knowing  neither 
i  how  to  ride,   nor  how  to  fight.''     *'Go,  child  of  God/' 
replied  the  Voices,  ''and  God  will  be  your  help." 

And  in  May,  1428,  she  went  to  Vaucouleurs,  about 
fourteen  miles  distant,  accompanied  by  her  uncle,  and 
there  sought  the  presence  of  Baudricourt,  the  captain  in 
command.  To  him  she  told  her  mission  of  succour,  and 
begged  him  to  enable  her  to  go  to  the  King,  for  said 
she  :  *'  I  come  from  my  Lord." 

''And  who  is  your  Lord?"  enquired  Baudricourt. 
"The  King  of  heaven,"  she  replied. 

Here  was  an  absurd  fancy;  a  poor  peasant  girl 
only  just  sixteen  presumes  to  be  the  means  of  restoring 
prosperity  to  France  and  placing  the  King  upon  his 
throne ! 

The  captain  laughed  her  to  scorn.  "The  girl  is 
crazed,"  cried  he;  "take  her  home  to  her  father,  and 
give  her  a  good  whipping." 

Before  nine  months  had  elapsed  she  was  back  again 
at  Vaucouleurs  pressing  upon  this  man  of  war  with  still 
greater  insistence  her  strange  and  audacious  request. 
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''  I  must  go  to  the  King  before  mid- Lent,  should  I 
have  to  wear  out  my  legs  from  my  feet  to  my  knees. 
For  there  is  no  one  in  the  world,  neither  king,  nor  duke, 
nor  daughter  of  king,  that  can  restore  the  kingdom  of 
France  ;  there  is  no  succour  but  in  myself.  Nevertheless 
I  had  rather  be  spinning  by  the  side  of  my  poor  mother, 
for  this  enterprise  does  not  belong  to  my  estate.  But  I 
must  do  it,  because  my  Lord  wills  it" 

''  And  who  is  your  Lord  ?  "     ''  It  is  God." 

Bold,  presumptuous  words  for  a  poor  peasant  girl 
but  just  seventeen  to  address  to  men  grown  hardy  and 
experienced  in  the  art  of  war !  But  it  was  not  from 
nowhere  that  she  had  come  forth  to  embark  upon  this 
astounding  enterprise.  She  had  come  from  the  school 
of  God,  from  the  daily  instruction  of  her  Voices  in  the 
will  of  God  and  from  their  constant  assurances  of  His 
aid  —  a  schooling  which  had  been  unceasing  and 
continuous  for  the  past  five  years. 

On  the  1 2th  of  February,  1429,  she  suddenly 
presented  herself  once  again  before  the  captain,  and 
made  use  of  these  memorable  words  : 

*'  In  the  name  of  God,  you  are  delaying  too  long  to 
send  me.  On  this  day  the  gentle  Dauphin  has  suffered 
a  severe  defeat  near  Orleans.  And  he  will  be  in  danger 
of  a  still  greater  one  if  you  do  not  soon  send  me." 

Some  days  later  the  captain  received  news  of  the 
defeat  of  the  French,  on  the  same  day  that  Joan  had 
announced  it,  at  what  is  known  as  the  Battle  of  the 
Herrings.  This  determined  his  action.  He  gave  her  a 
horse  and  a  sword,  and  in  somewhat  sceptical  terms  he 
bade  her  God-speed.  Dressed  in  man's  clothes,  as  her 
Voices  had  bidden  her,  she  at  once  started  on  her  long 
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ride  of  eleven  days  to   the    King,   accompanied  by  an 
escort  of  six  trusty  men. 

Arrived  at  the  Royal  Residence  of  Chinon,  she  was 
received  in  audience  amongst  a  throng  of  three  hundred 
courtiers.  One  of  these  arrayed  in  rich  apparel  feigned 
to  be  the  King.  But  the  Maid  went  straight  to  the 
King  himself,  saying  :  **  In  God*s  name,  gentle  Prince, 
you  are  the  King,  and  not  another.'' 

Thence  she  was  sent  to  Poitiers  to  be  interrogated 
and  proved  by  learned  ecclesiastics  for  the  space  of 
three  weeks. 

''  It  is  from  God,"  said  she,  ''that  I  have  come  to 
the  King  of  France,  and  from  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary, 
and  from  all  the  blessed  Saints  in  Paradise,  and  by  their 
command. — Lead  me  to  Orleans  and  I  will  show  you 
the  signs  of  that  for  which  I  am  sent.  The  sign  that 
God  has  given  me  is  to  raise  the  siege  of  that  town  and 
to  cause  the  King  to  be  anointed  and  crowned  at  Rheims. 
Give  me  what  number  of  men  you  will,  and  I  doubt  not 
but  that  all  this  will  be  accomplished." 

When  it  was  objected  that,  if  these  wonders  were 
to  be  worked  by  God,  there  was  no  need  of  soldiers  : 

''In  the  name  of  God,"  she  replied,  "the  men-at- 
arms  will  fight,  and  God  will  give  the  victory." 

So  she  was  placed  in  command  of  an  army  of  a  few 
thousand  men,  and  over  these,  officers  and  men,  she 
exercised  an  unbounded  sway.  She  would  have  no  one 
to  fight  under  her  banner  who  did  not  go  to  Confession 
and  Holy  Communion,  for  she  said  that  only  such  men 
were  worthy  to  be  instruments  in  God's  hands.  And 
these  rough  men,  accustomed  to  pillage  and  bloodshed, 
submitted  like  lambs  to  her  influence.     Singing  hymns 
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and  psalms  they  set  out  from  Blois,  more  like  a  band  of 
pilgrims  than  an  army  of  fighting  men  on  the  march  to 
battle. 

She  entered  into  Orleans  on  the  29th  of  April, 
greeted  by  the  joyous  enthusiasm  of  the  people.  On  the 
7th  of  May  she  had  won  the  final  victory  which  raised 
the  siege,  and  she  returned  to  the  town  by  the  bridge 
over  the  Loire  which  had  been  for  six  or  seven  months 
in  the  hands  of  the  enemy.  On  the  morning  of  the  8th 
of  May  she  marched  out  with  her  army  and  drew  it  up 
in  battle  array  opposite  the  English  forces. 

''  It  is  Sunday,"  she  said,  ''and  we  will  have  Mass 
celebrated."  After  Mass  she  enquired  what  the  English 
were  doing.  *' They  are  marching  off,"  was  the  reply. 
''  Let  them  go,"  said  she. 

And  then  placing  herself  at  the  head  of  the  troops, 
she  went  in  a  triumphal  procession  of  thanksgiving  to 
the  various  churches  and  to  the  Cathedral,  thanking 
God  aloud  for  the  marvellous  delivery  that  had  been 
granted  them.  That  was  the  first  of  those  solemn 
processions  of  thanksgiving  that  have  been  held  in 
Orleans  on  the  8th  of  May  from  that  day  to  this. 

Following  upon  this  success  the  Maid  cleared  the 
country  around  of  the  enemy,  and  then  pressed  the  King 
to  go  to  Rheims  for  his  coronation.  In  spite  of  many 
delays  and  much  opposition  she  finally  led  the  army  of 
escort  to  Rheims,  and  on  Sunday,  the  17th  July  (1429), 
Charles  VII.  was  anointed  and  crowned  King  of  France 
in  that  same  magnificent  Cathedral  which  is  to  this 
present  day  the  glory  of  Rheims. 

It  was  the  climax  of  honour  and  success  for  the 
Maid ;    for  all  that  she  had  foretold  had  been  accom- 
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plished.     But  as  the  summit  of  external  splendour  had 
been  attained,  so  the  brilliancy  of  her  temporal    career 
was  fading  away  to  give  place  to  a  manifestation  of  the 
supernatural  beauty  of  her  soul. 

For  it  is  the  higher  function  of  her  marvellous  deeds 
to  lead  us  to  the  appreciation  of  those  grace-born 
qualities  that  belong  not  to  time  but  eternity.  The 
tender  piety  of  her  childhood,  the  spirit  of  prayer  which 
pervaded  her  whole  existence,  her  frequent  and  devout 
recourse  to  the  Holy  Sacraments,  in  one  word  her  heroic 
faith,  hope  and  charity — these  will  be  a  never-ending 
subject  of  contemplation  to  all  who  delight  in  pondering 
over  the  wonders  which  God  works  in  the  souls  of  His 
Saints. 

H. 

Period  of  Disappointments  and  Sufferings. 

Glad  would  she  have  been  could  she  have  gone 
home  to  her  father  and  mother  to  lead  again  the  peaceful 
life  in  her  country  village.  But  duty  urged  her  onwards. 
For  nearly  a  year  she  carried  on  a  conflict  for  the  great 
object  of  her  mission,  rewarded  at  times  by  success,  at 
other  times  enduring  the  disappointments  that  came  from 
the  covert  opposition  of  many  who  ought  to  have  been 
her  firm  supporters. 

Finally,  towards  the  end  of  the  month  of  May  of  the 
following  year  (1430),  she  was  taken  prisoner  by  the 
troops  of  the  Duke  of  Burgundy,  who  was  in  alliance 
with  the  English  King.  In  those  times  prisoners  of  war 
were  frequently  ransomed ;  and  the  warrior  who  could 
capture  an  opponent  of  high  rank  and  wealth  made  a 
large  profit  by  the  sale  of  his  prisoner.  The  purchase 
on  behalf  of  the   King  of  England  was  negotiated  by 
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Pierre  Cauchon,  Bishop  of  Beauvais  ;  and  in  the  month 
of  November  the  Maid  was  handed  over  to  the  EngHsh 
for  the  sum  of  ;^ 2, 500.  The  money  was  raised  by  the 
levy  of  a  tax  upon  the  Province  of  Normandy  ;  and  at 
the  end  of  December,  1430,  Joan  was  lodged  as  a 
prisoner  in  the  Castle  of  Rouen,  under  the  custody  of 
Richard  Beauchamp,  Earl  of  Warwick. 

She  was  kept  in  fetters  day  and  night,  chained  by 
the  ankles  to  a  log  of  wood.  Two  or  three  rough  soldiers 
kept  watch  over  her,  and  never  left  her  alone  either  by 
day  or  night.  To  her  physical  sufferings  was  added  the 
moral  torture  of  being  wholly  deprived  of  spiritual  con- 
solations. She  never  heard  Mass  during  the  whole  five 
months  she  was  in  prison.  In  passing  the  door  of  the 
Chapel  of  the  Castle  she  knelt  down  for  a  few  minutes  to 
adore  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  But  when  this  came  to 
the  knowledge  of  the  authorities,  the  officers  in  charge  of 
her  were  reprimanded  and  forbidden  to  allow  her  to 
stop  in  front  of  the  chapel-door.  She  was  never  allowed  to 
receive  Holy  Communion  till  the  morning  of  her  death. 

Early  in  February  began  the  Trial  under  the 
presidency  of  Pierre  Cauchon,  Bishop  of  Beauvais.  The 
interrogations  lasted  more  or  less  continuously  from  that 
time  to  the  end  of  May.  It  was  a  Trial  held  with  all 
legal  formalities,  and  the  answers  of  the  Maid  were  taken 
down  as  in  a  Court  of  law  at  the  present  time  ;  and  the 
manuscript  of  the  minutes  of  the  Trial  may  be  seen  in 
the  National  Library  in  Paris. 

It  is  to  these  minutes  that  we  are  indebted  for  the 
full  insight  which  they  give  us  into  the  character  of  the 
Maid.  We  have  her  own  words  and  her  replies  to  the 
questions  put  to  her  in  the  Court  of  Law.     They  are  full 
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of  dignity  and  wisdom,  and  at  times  show  a  ready 
humour.  She  could  reply  with  a  sublime  grandeur  of 
language ;  she  could  also  brush  away  frivolous  questions 
and  '*  answer  a  fool  according  to  his  folly." 

''  Do  your  Voices  speak  English  ?  '' 
*'  Why  should  they  speak  English,  as  they  are  not 
on  the  English  side." 

''  Which  is  the  true  Pope  ?  " 
'*  Are  there  two?  " 

''  Was  St.  Michael  without  clothes  ?  " 
**  Do  you  think  that  God  has  not  wherewith  to  clothe 
him  ?  " 

**  Are  you  in  a  state  of  grace  ?  " 

**  If  I  am  may  God  keep  me  in  it ;  if  I  am  not  may 
He  put  me  in  it." 

*'You  say,"  said  she  to  the  Bishop  of  Beauvais, 
''  that  you  are  my  judge.  I  know  not  if  you  are  ;  but  I 
warn  you  of  the  great  danger  you  are  running,  for  indeed 
I  am  sent  by  God.  And  this  I  say,  that  if  anything 
should  happen  to  you,  you  may  have  been  warned  by 
me. 

On  the  24th  of  May  she  was  brought  to  the  open 
space  near  the  Church  of  St.  Ouen,  in  Rouen,  and  there 
called  upon  to  retract  and  abjure.  She  was  asked  if  she 
submitted  to  the  Church. 

She  replied :  ''  I  appeal  to  our  Holy  Father,  the 
Pope,"  and  this  appeal  she  repeated  several  times.  The 
only  answer  that  was  returned  was  :  ''  It  is  too  far  to  go 
to  seek  the  Pope." 

Now,  it  is  a  matter  of  common  knowledge  that  when 
an  appeal  is  made  from  a  lower  to  a  higher  Court  of 
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Justice,  the  sentence  of  the  lower  Court  remains 
suspended  and  annulled  for  the  time  being.  Therefore 
any  decision  arrived  at  by  the  Court  of  Rouen  should 
have  been  suspended  and  stayed  in  execution  pending  the 
hearing  of  the  appeal  to  the  Pope.  But  as  the  chief  of 
the  proceedings  on  that  memorable  day  were  in  direct  con- 
tradiction to  the  Regulations  of  the  Inquisition,  it  is  not 
surprising  that  the  appeal  to  the  Holy  Father  was  rejected. 

A  formula  was  read  to  her,  and  she  was  required  to 
sign  it  or  to  be  burned.  It  consisted  of  four  or  five  lines 
written  in  large  characters,  and  the  reading  of  it  occupied 
about  the  time  of  a  Pater  Noster.  Those  who  saw  it 
and  heard  it  read  affirmed  that  it  only  contained  matters 
of  small  importance,  such  as  not  to  wear  man's  clothes. 
If  she  signed  it  she  was  promised  her  freedom,  and 
meanwhile  to  be  put  in  the  Church's  prisons,  where  she 
would  be  under  the  care  of  a  female  jailer.  After  some 
demur  she  made  her  mark  ;  and  immediately  after  so 
doing,  it  seems  that  a  second  paper  was  put  before  her 
to  sign.  Upon  this  also  she  made  her  mark,  her  fingers 
being  guided  by  the  King's  secretary.  It  may  be  that 
she  thought  it  was  a  duplicate  form.  Time  has  shown 
that  it  was  a  long  document  of  a  completely  different 
character  from  that  which  had  been  read  to  her,  and  that 
an  infamous  fraud  had  been  practised  upon  her.  Her 
adversaries  had  obtained  her  signature  to  the  document ; 
they  would  make  full  use  of  it  against  her. 

''  Now,  men  of  the  Church,"  she  exclaimed,  *'lead 
me  to  your  prisons  and  let  me  no  longer  be  in  the  hands 
of  the  English."  The  officer  in  charge  of  her  asked  for 
instructions.  *'Take  her  back  to  whence  you  brought 
her,"  was  the  reply. 
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What  a  profound  humiliation  was  that  to  the  Maid  ! 
She  had  withstood  her  adversaries  month  after  month 
with  a  wisdom  and  a  fortitude  which  had  been  a  marvel 
to  all,  and  had  drawn  from  one  of  the  English  nobles  the 
exclamation  :  ''  If  only  she  were  English  !  " 

And  now  she  has  abased  herself  in  the  eyes  of  all  ; 
and,  by  affixing  her  mark  to  a  fraudulent  document,  has 
placed  herself  in  the  power  of  her  adversaries. 

It  was  the  supreme  test  of  her  humility,  and  of  her 
confidence  in  God. 

''  What  my  Voices  tell  me  as  being  the  principal 
thing,  is  that  I  shall  be  delivered  by  a  great  victory  ; 
and  they  also  add  :  '  Take  everything  in  good  part  ; 
have  not  too  great  a  care  about  your  martyrdom  ;  you 
will  come  at  length  to  the  kingdom  of  Paradise.'  " 

Such  had  been  the  assurance  of  her  Voices.  But  it 
was  the  hour  of  humiliation  ;  and  where  was  the  Victory  ? 

III. 

The  Twofold  Triumph. 

It  was  quickly  reported  to  the  Bishop  of  Beauvais 
that  the  Maid  had  resumed  her  man  s  dress.  This  she 
did  partly  from  urgent  reasons,  partly  because  her 
woman's  dress  was  taken  away  from  her  and  only  the 
man's  dress  left. 

She  was  straightway  charged  with  being  a  relapsed 
heretic,  and  soon  after  was  condemned  to  death. 

One  act  of  mercy  was  shown  her.  She  was  allowed 
to  receive  Holy  Communion  ;  and  this  she  did  with  so 
much  devotion  and  fervour  as  to  move  all  present  to 
tears. 

Then,  on  Wednesday,  30th  May,  she  was  taken  out 
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from  the  Castle  of  Rouen  to  the  large  square,  called  the 
Place  du  Vieux-Marchd,  and  led  to  the  stake,  labelled  : 
**  Heretic,  Relapsed,  Apostate,   Idolater." 

Aloud  she  cries  that  she  is  neither  heretic  nor 
schismatic,  but  a  good  Christian.  She  begs  pardon  of 
all ;  she  forgives  the  injuries  done  to  her.  Of  the  Priests 
she  requests  a  Mass  for  the  repose  of  her  soul. 

'' Holy  Trinity,"  she  prays,  ''have  mercy  on  me! 
Jesus,  have  pity  on  me ! '' 

''O  Mary,  pray  for  me!  Saint  Michael,  Saint 
Gabriel,  Saint  Catherine,  Saint  Margaret,  come  to  my 
aid.*' 

**  Oh !  bring  me  a  cross,"  and  an  English  soldier 
made  for  her  a  cross  with  two  pieces  of  wood.  She 
receives  it  gratefully,  and  clasps  it  to  her  bosom.  But 
her  request  goes  further.  She  begs  the  Dominican 
Father,  who  was  her  devoted  attendant,  to  bring  her  the 
Processional  Cross  from  the  adjacent  church.  ''  Hold  it 
up,'*  she  says,  ''  before  me,  that  I  may  have  it  before  my 
eyes  to  the  very  moment  of  death." 

The  fire  is  lighted,  and  the  flames  and  smoke  swirl 
around  her.     *'  Holy  water,  holy  water,"  she  cries. 

And  yet  once  again  she  affirms  aloud  the  truth  of 
her  mission  :  '*  Saint  Michael !  Saint  Michael !  No,  my 
Voices  have  not  deceived  me !  My  mission  was  from 
God !  " 

Her  thoughts  are  now  no  longer  on  earth.  '*  Jesus ! 
Jesus  !  Jesus  !  "  she  exclaims  in  her  agony.  Then,  with  a 
loud  cry  that  penetrates  the  whole  multitude,  she  utters 
once  more  the  Holy  Name. 

Her  head  leans  forward,  and  She  Dies. 

^  ^  ^T^  W  ^ 
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It  is  the  hour  of  Triumph.     The  ;!^2,5oo  have  been 
well  spent.     That  for  which  her  adversaries  have  striven 
so  long  and  so  persistently  has  at  length  been  attained ! 

And  now  the  fire  is  drawn  away,  so  that  all  may  be 
assured  that  the  Maid  is  actually  there,  and  that  she  is 
dead.  Kindled  anew,  the  pile  is  kept  blazing  till  naught 
remains  but  a  heap  of  ashes,  and  the  heart  which  could 
not  be  consumed.  These  are  all  gathered  together  and 
thrown  into  the  Seine. 

The  Triumph  was  complete.  The  Maid  was  no 
more.  The  English  arms  might  once  more  prevail. 
Their  great  antagonist  had  ceased  to  be. 

Listen  now  for  the  flourish  of  trumpets  which  shall 
proclaim  the  great  Triumph  ! 

Listen  for  the  peal  of  bells  ringing  out  the  joyous 
news  of  the  great  victory  achieved  ! 

You  may  listen  in  vain ! 

Had  you  been  there,  upon  your  ears  would  have 
fallen  the  wails  and  the  sobs  of  ten  thousand  people  in 
floods  of  tears,  stirred  to  the  inmost  depths  of  their  souls 
by  the  transcendent  scene  they  had  witnessed. 

You  would  have  heard  the  secretary  of  the  King  of 
England  cry  out  in  despair  :  ''  We  are  all  lost !  We  have 
burned  a  Saint  ;  I  believe  her  soul  to  be  in  the  hands  of 
God,  and  I  believe  all  those  to  be  damned  who  have 
consented  to  her  condemnation.'* 

''  Would  that  my  soul  were  where  hers  is,"  cried  yet 
another. 

An  English  soldier  who  had  sworn  to  throw  a  faggot 
upon  the  pile  was  overwhelmed  with  remorse,  and 
declared  that  at  the  moment  of  the  death  of  the  Maid  he 
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had  seen  what  appeared  to  be  a  white  dove  ascend  out 
of  the  flames,  and  take  its  flight  towards  heaven. 

And  the  executioner  exclaimed  :  '*  I  greatly  fear  that 
I  shall  be  damned,  for  I  have  burned  a  Saint'' 

^  9f  ^  ^<v"  ^ 

The  body  of  Richard  Beauchamp,  Earl  of  Warwick, 
lies  in  the  beautiful  Beauchamp  Chapel  at  Warwick  ;  the 
tomb  of  Henry  Beaufort,  Bishop  of  Winchester  and 
Cardinal,  may  be  seen  in  Winchester  Cathedral.  Pierre 
Cauchon,  President  of  the -Couri:,  lies  in  the  Cathedral  of 
Lisieux.  But  the  ashes  of  the  Maid  of  Orleans,  scattered 
to  the  waters  of  the  Seine,  have  mingled  with  the  waves 
of  the  Atlantic,  and  riot  a  single  relic  remains. 

The  deeds  of  the  Earl,  the  Cardinal,  and  the  Bishop 
may  be  read  in  the  pages  of  history.  But  the  memory 
of  the  Maid  has  dwelt  for  five  centuries  in  the  unwritten 
pages  of  the  heart  of  man. 

The  Triumph  of  her  adversaries  was  the  flare  of  a 
flame  that  came  and  went  at  the  same  moment.  But  the 
Triumph  of  the  Maid  is  a  thing  of  Eternity. 

Five  hundred  years  ago  ten  thousand  people  present 
at  her  death  acclaimed  her  a  Saint.  Twenty  years 
(1450-6)  passed,  and  a  crowd  of  witnesses  deposed  upon 
oath  to  the  saintliness  of  her  life^as  beheld  by  themselves. 

And  Our  Holy  Father  Pius  X,  after  a  rigid  enquiry 
of  forty  years,  has  solemnly  affirmed  that  she  practised 
all  the  Christian  virtues  in  an  heroic  degree. 

The  crowning  ceremonial  of  her  Triumph*  was  the 
solemn  Beatification  on  April  i8th,  1909,  celebrated  in 
the  presence  of  a  vast  assembly  in  St.  Peter's  in  Rome. 
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